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acceptance deeper than death itself, very remarkable!
There was something about death ! He remembered his
own father, James, a quarter of an hour after death, as
if—as if he had been told at last !
A red-oak leaf fell on to his lapel, another on to his knee ;
Soames did not brush them off. Easy to sit still in front
of that thing ! They ought to make America sit there once
a week !
He rose, crossed toward the statue, and gingerly touched
a fold in the green bronze, as if questioning the possibility
of everlasting nothingness.
" Got a sister living in Dallas—married a railroad man
down there as a young girl. Why ! Texas is a wonderfult
State. I know my sister laughs at the idea that the
climate of Texas isn't about right."
Soames withdrew his hand from the bronze, and returned,
to his seat. Two tall thin elderly figures were entering the
sanctuary. They moved into the middle and stood silent.
Presently one said " Well! " and they moved out again
at the other end. A little stir of wind fluttered some
fallen leaves at the base of the statue. Soames shifted
along to the extreme end. From there the statue was
once more woman—very noble ! And he sat motionless
in his attitude of a thinker, the lower part of his face buried
in his hand.
Considerably browned and distinctly healthy-looking,
he was accustomed to regard himself as worn out by his
long travel, which, after encircling the world, would end,
the day after to-morrow, by embarkation on the ' Adclphic.'
This three-day run to Washington was the last straw, and
he was supporting it very well. The city was pleasing; it
had some fine buildings and a great many trees with the
tints on, there wasn't the rush of New York, and plenty
of houses that people could live in, he should think. Of

